DR BELOV
The girls cleaned their topboots, powdered their
noses, examined themselves in their mirrors and ran off
to the town to walk about the streets, look at the civilians
and go to the cinema, Vaska and lya went to the hair-
dresser. It was very warm there and there was a sickly
sweet perfume. A grey-haired cloakroom attendant
rather like Dr Belov told them to take off their outdoor
things, so they obediently removed their greatcoats and
sat down on chairs.
Everything in the place was of absorbing interest, not
in the least like real fife. In one corner two women were
sitting at a small table; one of them wore a white overall
and was doing something with tiny clippers to the
fingers of the second one.
"What's that?" asked Vaska.
"Idiot!" whispered lya. "That's a manicure,"
Women, young and old, were sitting in armchairs in
front of tall mirrors that reflected their submissive faces,
and their necks swathed in towels. Hairdressers—young
and middle-aged hovered round these women, scissors
snipped, tufts of dark and light hair fell. One brunette
was sitting meekly with some thick paste on her eye-
brows and lashes. A girl hairdresser blew on her long
tongs and began winding the brunette's hair round
them. Steam rose. The brunette blinked her thickly-
smeared lashes cautiously and endured it all.
But what was happening in the next room was beyond
everything. A woman was sitting there with forty
electric wires, or may be more, stretching from her head
to the wall. She could not even move her head, only her
eyes*
"What's that?" asked Vaska with passionate interest,
"A permanent wave," lya replied.
A hairdresser came to the woman with the wires and
began to work on her head just like Nizvetsky with his
fuse-board.
The woman at the table rose and began waving her
hands, while Vaska admired her nails, bright red and
shining like bonbons.
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